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The powers of six goddesses have been 
gathered together and placed in the 
hands of MANY 8 ATSOH! When MAN 
pronounces the name of the ancient 
wizard, "SNA2AM," she becomes the 
WOWS MIGHTIEST FMM §Ott, MAM 
MANHEl! Her powers are used only to 
combat crime and injustice. 



IN THIS ISSUE: 
'LEAVE OF ABSENCE." 
'BEAOT* AND THE BEAST!" 
"THE KINDEST MAN IN TNE WONlPf 
'THE SLAPHAW SEALS!" 
PLUS: EXTRA FEATURES 
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SAND TRAP 

BY JUSTIN DEWEY TRIEM 



PEERING INTO the 
sunken face of the man in 
the bunk, Carl Johnston felt s 
wave of uneasiness sweep him. 
Identification papers proved 
him to be Professor Grimes. 
So the half -submerged 
schooner, resting with her bot- 
tom ripped out on the coral 
reefs was the Mary Wells. Her 
last report had placed the 
schooner directly in the path 
of a hurricane. 

Switching off the flashlight, 
Carl crossed the slanting deck 
to the door. The island lay 
beyond, touched by the eerie 
silver of the night moon. As 
Carl stood there he again felt 
Stjange uneasiness Something 
about the vessel touched off a 
tiny spark of warning. He had 
seen no one else about the 
island. It had been night when 
he and Matty Brice landed 
the plane on the beach. Matty 
had gone to search the far 
half of the island. Perhaps 
there were other survivors. 
There must have been a crew 
of three or four . . . 

The muttering of a voice 
from the bunk brought Carl 
around. Professor Grimes had 
been injured, was suffering 
from lack of food and water. 
He lay in a coma. His black- 
ened lips occasionally whis- 
pered bits of unintelligible 
words. He needed immediate 
medical attention. 



Resolutely Carl prepared to 
transport the patient to dry 
land. He was light as a fea- 
ther. Carl wrapped him care- 
fully in blankets, crossed the 
slanting cabin to the deck. 
The going was dangerous for 
wreckage littered the way. The 
low side of the deck was near- 
est the shore. 

The next thing was to find 
Matty Brice. The island was 
small, heavily wooded. Carl 
made the unconscious man as 
comfortable as possible, tfien 
turned away along the beach. 
The island curved toward the 
south . . . 

Suddenly Carl halted. A 
body was lying face down. 
Carl had almost stumbled 
across it. Instantly he turned 
the beam of the flashlight 
down. . . . 

It was Matty Brice. 

Kneeling in the dark Carl 
felt Matty's wrist, found the 
pulse still beating strongly. In 
the momentary glimpse he 
had permitted himself, he had 
seen that Matty's cheek and 
shoulder were bloody, that 
there was a heavy gash across 
±he side of his head. It must 
have been done with a club. 

Swiftly Carl Johnston gath- 
ered his friend into his arms. 
It was dark here, for the moon 
was low and sheltered beyond 
the island. Carl hurried back 
to where he had left Professor 



Grimes. lowered Marty gently 
to the ground. Matty Brice 
twitched— 

The explosion was a deep, 
sullen roar. Carl whirled. 
Smoke and flame shot up 
from the schooner, blasting 
rubble into the sky. A second 
explosion followed and again 
flame billowed high. As Carl 
stared he saw the remnant of 
the schooner settle further on 
her side, and begin to slide 
back into deeper water. It 
plunged from sight finally, 
leaving only a swirl of foam. 

T HE NIGHT silence was 
complete. Carl turned to 
stare into the darkness sur- 
rounding him. His nerves were 
strained and on edge. For he 
knew now that something was 
wrong. It had been no chance 
that had set off the charges in 
the old schooner. But what 
could have done it? And what 
must he do now about Pro- 
fessor Grimes and Matty? 

Matty's injuries seemed the 
least serious, so now Carl 
knelt, picked up the old man 
and started around the island. 
The plane was on the opposite 
side. Once he reached it he'd 
feel much safer. Both men 
needed medical aid. The Pro- 
fessor especially. 

As he slushed along through 
the sand with his burden, 
Carl's mind was busy. What 
had happened to the crew of 
the schooner? Where were 
they? Human hands had set 
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off that charge of explosives, 
and had struck Matty down. 

Uneasily Carl paused to 
place his burden on the 
ground. Carl stepped' forward. 
His breath was short, his 
muscles tired from this un- 
accustomed strain. But his 
job was not half done. If only 
it were daylight . . . 

Sound came suddenly and 
Carl spun. He was just in time 
to see a figure hurtling at him. 
He flung himself to one side. 
A clawing hand caught his 
shirt, ripped it from him. He 
was jerked forward almost 
onto his face. He recovered 
and leaped back. 

The figure was lunging at 
him, a man who bore down 
upon him savagely, the dim, 
bearded face contorted. Carl 
leaped aside, ducking a blow, 
trading one that drove his at- 
tacker from his feet, sent him 
floundering across the sand. 
He leaped up— 

A glancing blow from be- 
hind drove Carl to the sand. 
He rolled away and up. dodged 
another smashing attack de- 
livered by a second dim figure. 
Both men converged upon him 
now. The club flashed down, 
just grazing Carl's shoulder. 

Desperately he flung him- 
self to meet the nearest. He 
got in a solid, crushing blow, 
saw the fellow go down and 
knew it would be for the count. 

The club whirled past. Carl 
felt the angry breath of it be- 
side his face. He stumbled 
backward, gasping for breath, 
off balance. 

Frantically he twisted away. 
Dazed and shaken, he dove 
across the beach. The under- 
brush clawed at his fac ■ and 
hands as he ploughed into it. 
The pain of that first blow 
was beginning to tell now. 

He knew only that he must 
escape or be killed. Momen- 
tarily he had won a decision, 
but it would only be a very 
short one. after which both 
men would be on his trail 
again. 

The island rose to a. little 
bill. At the top Carl paused 
to listen and catch his rasping 
breath. Hi» rungs burned like 



fire, his body was one solid 
ache. He'd twisted his ankle 
and hadn't realized it till now. 

THE PAIN was growing 
* numbingly worse. But he 
knew he must get away. 
Swiftly he turned down hill. 
Near the bottom he broke into 
a run, plunging recklessly 
through the last of the shrub- 
bery, numb to the branchet 
and vines clutching at him. 

He was on the beach and 
could see the plane. He broke 
into a staggering run, breath 
coming in short, quick gasps 
over his parched tongue. 

He reached the side of the 
plane. He turned to look back. 
He could escape. But how 
about Matty? And . . . Profes- 
sor Grimes? 

Carl hesitated. As yet there 
was no sign of pursuit. He 
couldn't take off and leave 
Matty and the old man. He'd 
never find them alive when 
he came back with help. 

Hurriedly Carl turned. 
Climbing into the cockpit of 
the plane he started the motor, 
set the brakes. There was a 
coil of wire among the tools. 
He found it. One end he se- 
cured to the throttle. He 
tumbled out onto the sand 
and, uncoiling the wire as he 
went, hurried back to the edge 
of the brush. He still saw no 
sign of pursuit. 

Where were the two men? 
Had they given up? Or were 
they spying upon him even 
now, watching the trap he was 
laying? Perhaps they had a 
rifle and were already sight- 
ing him across the barrel- 
Suddenly he saw them as 
they plunged out of the bush 
along his trail, began racing 
toward the plane. Carl tensed. 
One of them still carried a 
club. Probably they thought 
he was already in the cockpit. 
A little closer . . . closer ... 

Gently Carl pulled the wire. 
And down the beach the 
plane's prop whirred into sud- 
den life. The motor rose to an 
angry drone as the blades bit 
into the air. As long as the 
brakes held and it didn't nose 



Behind lt'ln the btek-wtsfe, 

the two men suddenly came bo 
a stop. For a moment they 
were almost completely hid- 
den, blacked-out as a thttt 
mist of sand whipped into 
churning life. It engulfed 
them, drove into their face* 
and bodies like bits of glass. 
They whirled and stumbled 
away, groping at their eyes- 
One of them tottered and fell. 
Crawled away on hands and 
knees. 

Swiftly Carl raced forward. 
The water -logged hunk of 
beach-wood he had picked up 
was solid and heavy. It did 
the work well. With the 
bearded men lying uncon- 
scious on the send, Carl circled 
the plane and closed the 
throttle, 

J^ARL JOHNSTON looked 
^"down at Professor Grimes, 
turned and rejoined Matty 
beside the fire they had built 
on the beach. "The old gent's 
asleep." Carl said. "Those 
two guys came aboard as 
deckhands, While they were 
somewhere in a south-seas 
port. He told us a little about 
that. They wanted to work 
their way back to the States. 
But after they were out a 
couple of weeks, he discovered 
they were smuggling back a 
fortune in gold with them on 
the schooner. 

"The storm drove them 
aground. And tonight, after 
they'd saved the gold and all 
supplies, they blew up the 
schooner so no one would ever 
find out about them. They 
probably hoped to use either 
one of us, or both, to get out 
of here later on. Otherwise 
we'd have been killed." 

Matty gingerly exolored the 
side of his head. "Well, ex- 
ceDt for this bump on the head 
I found, it turned out to be a 
successful searching party." 
Matty chuckled, and added, 
"I've heard of smoke being 
bad for the eyes, but I guess 
sand is a lot worse. Judging 
by the fuss those two have 
been making, it must be 
down-right painful!" 
The End 
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AUGUST 



HISTORY OF THE MONTH 



AUGUST 2, 1907: ARMY AIR FORCES WAS BORN 
AUGUST 9, 1593: IZAAK WALTON, FAMOUS FISHERMAN, WAS BORN 
AUGUST 14, 1942: ROOSEVELT AND CHURCHILL DREW UP THE ATLANTIC CHARTER 
AUGUST 27, 1858: EDWIN DRAKE OF PENNSYLVANIA BECAME THE FIRST MAN TO TAP 
OIL AT ITS SOURCE 
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Imagine s even issues of 
Mechanix Illustrated 
for only one dollar! It's 
such a great magazine 
packed from cover 
to cover with modern 
science articles no 
red - blooded 
fellow would 
want to miss. 




You can learn about 
the latest wrinkles in 
aviation, photog- 
raphy, radio and 
television in Me- 
chanix Illustrated 
. . . not to mention 
the wonderful 
model planet 
and boats you 
can build your- 
self! 

Don't delay! Mechanix 
Illustrated is yours just as 
soon as the coupon and 
one dollar are received. 
Mail them now .. .and 
save money.' 



